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	1. Chapter 1

**Off Autopilot**

**AN: To start, I am not caught up on what fics are out there for the Damerey shippers or the Reylo shippers. I anticipate there will be some similarities between my story and other people's stories, and this is purely coincidental. No disrespect or idea-stealing intended! I have just been thinking that though Poe and Rey don't meet in the film, it would be fun to explore how it would go down when they did. I have not gotten around to reading the novelization of the film, because Grown Up Responsibilities™ get in the way sometimes, so if there are irregularities, please forgive that. This is definitely a long-haul story. If you're into the prequel era stuff, I've got another fic going right now, which I fully intend to tie to this bad boy here. They can be read alone or together though. Cheers!**

* * *

><p>Chapter One<p>

His hand was warm in hers. Warm, but unmoving. She had squeezed it, hoping to feel some kind of reflex. For hours she'd sat like that. Stoically, Rey sat her vigil by Finn's side. When the sun had set, either from exhaustion or from sorrow, Rey finally shed a few tears, her forehead pressed to Finn's shoulder.

Others had been in the medical ward the whole evening. Fighter pilots had their wounds tended to. Chewie had been in to monitor his healing. Save for the doctors tending to Finn, everyone stayed well enough away from Rey. She was a relative unknown entity amongst the Resistance. Within hours, rumors about her had sprung up like wildfire amidst their celebrating. No one quite got the full story. Bits were correct, here and there, but for the most part, no one but Rey and Finn knew what had happened in that forest. Rey had hoped that most of the fighters would be too high off their enormous battle victory that she wouldn't be asked any questions.

Rey didn't know how, but she suspected that General Organa knew something of what had happened there. She was, after all, connected to her in some way. Through the Force, Rey assumed. And still, the Force was such a big thing, with such strong implications, that she found herself pushing it to the back of her mind, and focusing on Finn, ignoring the sideways glances and the whispers of Resistance fighters. They meant well—they were only curious. But still, it made the pit in her stomach grow.

Jolted from her thoughts, she heard a voice behind her.

"He's going to be fine." It was a woman speaking.

Rey sat up quickly, and tried to brush her tears away inconspicuously. She turned to face the tall woman with short brown hair. Her face was kind, and told Rey that she believed she was right.

"But he's…" Rey looked back at Finn. Unconscious. Heavily medicated.

"Yes, he will be out for a time, but we are a bit limited without a bacta tank."

Bacta tanks could speed healing exponentially, but were heavy. Not exactly easy equipment to transport from base to base, as the Resistance had need to do.

"Can he be brought to one?" Rey sounded hopeful.

"We will see how he does. When he wakes up, we may be able to, but I won't sign off on him being moved any time soon." The woman smiled. She admired the girl's devotion to her friend. "You should rest. Fatigue is one of a Resistance fighter's worst enemies."

_Fighter_. Rey had not thought of herself as such ever in her life. She felt more like a survivor. She had to be one, as a scavenger. She had fought Kylo Ren, sure, and others before, but did this mean she was a part of the Resistance now? She shook the thought from her mind.

"I want to be here when he wakes up," she could practically hear the exhaustion in her voice, if she was completely honest with herself.

"He won't be up before you, if that's what your concern is. If he does wake up before dawn, I will personally tell you first. But you need to eat. And sleep. There are empty cots in one of the far hangars. Go. He'll be fine in my care."

Reluctantly, Rey stood. She let go of Finn's hand, and leaned down to kiss Finn's forehead. Unbeknownst to her, from across the med wing, the Resistance's best pilot watched her with intense curiosity.

* * *

><p>Rey sat alone at a small table, eating the food that had been prepared for the droves of Resistance fighters. Mechanics, pilots, technicians—everyone had a purpose in the Resistance. If you had no special skills of which to speak, you still pulled your weight in some way. Pushing a broom, carrying spare parts. So, sitting there with food in front of her, she felt that she hadn't earned the right to be there. She felt like an interloper.<p>

Still, hot food was hot food. Eagerly she settled into her meal. It couldn't have been the best food in the world by the standards of many, but to Rey, it was. Compared to the rations on Jakku, which provided only the basic nutrients a human body needs to function, the modest stew and bread was heaven. Taking a break from her food, Rey reached for the steaming cup of black liquid that the cook had given to her with her meal. Bringing it to her nose she inhaled its aroma, unsure of whether or not she'd like it. Dark, earthy. She'd never had anything like this on Jakku.

Pushing aside her apprehension, Rey took a slow sip, taking stock of what she thought of the drink.

"I wouldn't drink that this late if I were you," a voice came from beside her. When she turned, she saw a moderately tall man with shaggy brown hair staring at her, standing only a few feet away.

Rey looked back at the cup.

"Caf," he said. "Coffee. It will keep you up half the night. The cook makes it with every meal, for those of us who pull nightly duties. So if you're hoping to sleep, I wouldn't go in for it."

Rey considered this, setting the cup down after she decided she had no desire to stay awake any longer than she had to.

"Thanks," she said simply. She cleared her throat, and took to staring at her stew, which she stirred mindlessly with her spoon.

"I'm Poe," the pilot said, still clad in his orange flight suit. He sat down next to Rey, uninvited. Rey looked up, surprised. This was the Poe Dameron that Finn had helped.

"Poe Dameron? The X-wing fighter? But you were lost in the sinking fields on Jakku. Finn said you were gone," Rey's eyes bore into Poe's in confusion.

"Yeah, I got thrown from the TIE fighter. Woke up in the dark. Managed to get back to the base though."

Rey was silent. She had no idea what to say to this man.

"Thank you," Poe said, his voice full of sincerity. "For sticking with BB-8. For helping get him to the Resistance."

"Oh, it… anyone would have done it."

"No," Poe added with a chuckle. "They wouldn't have. But you and Finn, who had no obligation to help. You did anyway."

Rey thought of what she'd done. How she'd surprised herself the past few days. Everything seemed to have clicked into place, like she knew she was doing the right thing. Like she was meant to help. But still, she felt that she had not done enough. Finn was wounded. And Han Solo. She failed him too.

Rey again felt eyes on her. She noticed that pilots and mechanics, all eating their food in their tight clusters at separate tables, had bowed their heads intermittently in quiet discussion. When she turned to them, they reverted to their friendly banter. With a sigh, Rey returned to eating her stew. Noticing this, Poe paused for a moment, and stood without a word.

Coming back with a bowl of his own stew, Poe sat down in front of Rey, which spurred more hushed talk.

"I don't think anyone here likes me very much," Rey rested her hand on her cheek, which she felt grow hot.

"They just don't know what to think of you, is all."

"I'm sure that's not all," Rey said.

"Well what they think doesn't matter. You helped us destroy Starkiller Base. We couldn't have done it without you, Finn and… General Solo."

"General…" Rey mulled over this word. "I keep forgetting that he was a part of the Rebellion. He's got… he _had_ more of a reputation on Jakku as the galaxy's best smuggler." She felt a pull at her heart as she thought of Han, the gruff but caring scoundrel.

She sighed. "That's why they're looking at me like that," she said, suddenly realizing that they probably had such high respect for Han. They probably blamed her for his death.

Poe stopped eating. "They're a rough bunch. We all respected the General. But I don't think they really blame you."

"They'd be wrong to," Rey felt her voice raise an octave. "I'm not the one who ran a lightsaber through him. It was that _monster_." Rey stood abruptly, no longer able to finish the food in front of her, and marched towards the hangar with the sleeping cots. She couldn't bring back Han. She couldn't fix Finn. But she could maybe sleep, and at least forget it all for a few hours.

* * *

><p>The cot that Rey had settled on was in a far corner of the hangar, away from any other occupied cots. She had slipped off her boots, but was still clad in her sandy and grimy clothes. She didn't care. The hangar was dark enough that she could sleep, but light enough that she could make out those around her. Turning to face a wall, Rey closed her eyes and listened to the distant sounds of the Resistance base. Voices and the sound of machinery. In a strange way, it calmed her and she was able to doze for a few much-needed hours.<p>

In her dreams that night she saw the ocean. The island that Kylo Ren had taunted her with. The image that came to her so often in her sleep was a cherished thought, almost like a memory. She'd felt violated by the intrusion. She dreamed too about Luke's lightsaber. The fight in the forest. She had felt something flowing through her. It had ignited a feeling in her that hadn't gone away. That feeling had been growing since she had been interrogated by Kylo.

And she heard the voices again. Two of them, at the very least. _Its energy surrounds us… and binds us._ Someone was calling her name. _Rey_… Someone's hand was on her shoulder, gently shaking her.

… _these are your first steps._

Her eyes were open now. She jolted up, ready to fight. She felt the cold sheen of sweat on the back of her neck as she looked up at the woman with the short brown hair. Finn's doctor.

"Is Finn alright?" Rey was standing now, holding onto the doctor's arm looking for comfort.

"Yes, yes," she said, her voice still hushed, not wanting to wake those around them. "He's awake. He wants to see you."

Without waiting for instruction, Rey raced off toward the med wing, not even noticing that she hadn't bothered to put her shoes back on.

* * *

><p>Finn was laid completely prone, on his stomach, on the hospital bed. Monitors around him showed his vitals. A nurse was busy applying what looked like a poultice to his opened, but cauterized, wound.<p>

When Finn saw Rey in the entrance of the wing, he tried pushing himself up, but the strong-armed nurse pushed him back down. "Stay where you are," he had said gruffly.

Rey rushed to his side and knelt so her face was level with his. She pressed her forehead to his, and intermittently kissed his forehead and the back of his hand.

"How do you feel?"

He groaned, his eyes glassy from the medication they were giving him. "Hurts, but I can't say that I care too much right now."

Rey looked at the poultice. It was being applied the full length of his back. He would bear an ugly scar the rest of his life. "What is that?"

"Bacta," the nurse said, shaking his head. "It's not a tank, but it's the best we can do. Doctor Kalonia says that this will cut down healing time significantly. He'll still be bedridden for at least a week. Doctor Kalonia will explain all this…"

Just as the nurse finished up, Doctor Kalonia put her hand on Rey's shoulder. "Finn, now that Dermot has applied your bacta poultice, you should start healing enough that you can sit upright in a week. I have every confidence that we can get you back to your fit state, but I'll need you to get plenty of rest."

"Whatever it takes," Rey said, speaking for Finn. He was going to rest and recover, if she had anything to say about it.

"I'll come back in an hour to check on you. Rey, General Organa would like to speak with you."

Rey looked at Finn, searching his eyes for permission. He nodded. She hated to leave him so soon after he had woken up, but for risk of overstaying her welcome, Rey wished to keep at least the General happy with her. "I'll be back, ok? Don't go anywhere without me."

"Wouldn't dream of it," Finn added in his sardonic and medicated tone. Rey squeezed his hand, and followed Doctor Kalonia out.


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter Two

The lightsaber weighed more than she thought it would. As Leia turned it over a few times, she imagined her father's hands around it, and Luke's. She thought it had been lost forever. Luke had told her as much, before he made one of his own. To have it back was extraordinary. But still, she had no use for it. It might have been Ben's at one point, but that was no longer possible.

Luke had offered to train her in the ways of the Force. She certainly was strong in the Force. She could sense things quite well, but was frustrated with the tedium of Jedi training. She felt like a foot soldier when Luke had trained her, very shortly after Endor. She knew her place was in politics. She knew Luke was the real Jedi.

Which brought her to Rey. Rey clearly was gifted. She knew so little of the girl though, and wanted to assess her for herself. So, there she stood, in the war room, waiting for Rey to arrive.

When she did, she stood there with an anxious expression. Leia set the lightsaber down on a table, and approached Rey, hugging her again.

"I hear that Finn has woken up. How's he doing?"

"Yes, he has," Rey said, self-conscious now that she felt the cold concrete under her bare feet. "He seems to be comfortable, thanks to Doctor Kalonia."

"Good, good…" Leia's eyes fixed on Rey's bare feet, and she smiled to herself. It felt good to smile, despite the weight of her sadness over Han. "We'll have to get you outfitted. Seems someone's run off with your shoes."

Rey tucked her toes under briefly, hoping to hide them somehow. "I ran when I heard Finn was awake…"

Leia nodded. "Rey," Leia put her hands gently on Rey's arm bandages, feeling her slight frame. "I wanted to thank you. For everything you did."

"Everything I…"

"I know," Leia added. "I saw it. Not exactly like a picture, but I know."

Rey cast her eyes to the floor, recalling how Kylo Ren had murdered Han; how she had charged Kylo in the forest, scarring his face. She clenched her jaw as she recalled the revelation that Kylo Ren was Han and Leia's son. It made her sick to think about.

"I'm sorry I couldn't do more. I should have been there, on that platform." Rey shook her head vehemently.

"I'm afraid you couldn't have. My son… Kylo Ren is too far into the dark side. I thought that Han could bring him back."

Silence between them.

"Rey…" Leia furrowed her brow. "Have you given any thought to what you'll do now?"

Rey's mouth gaped. She shook her head. "No. I can't go back to Jakku though."

Leia nodded. "What would you say if I offered you a place here? In the Resistance?"

"What would you have me do?"

"What else do you think, Rey?" Leia picked the lightsaber up from the table, and looked at it briefly before holding it out to Rey.

Rey swallowed. "Luke."

"Yes," Leia said. "We need to reach him. I don't want to bring the whole fleet down on him. And I don't think I can bring myself to face him just yet, after what my son did…"

"And they need you here," Rey added, knowing where the general's mind was going. She took the lightsaber without protest.

"Yes. The First Order is wounded, but they will be regrouping and will attack again soon."

"I can fight," Rey added, impulsively. "I can do more for the Resistance."

"I certainly do hope you'll help us while the map schematics are being plotted into our navigational systems. Ahch-To is so far out beyond the Outer Rim, it's almost like unchartered territory. We want you prepared for the journey."

Rey nodded. "Anything I can do until it's ready, I will happily do."

"And we thank you for that. But we can't have you in a combat position. Understandably. But as you're a first-rate pilot and mechanic, I don't see why you can't lend a hand on supply runs, and assist on repairs."

"Of course."

"Commander Dameron will give you your orders until your flight plans are plotted."

"Thank you, General Organa." Rey held the lighsaber to her stomach, protectively.

"Now," Leia added. "Let's get you into something else, shall we? At least some shoes."

* * *

><p>General Organa had taken wonderful care of cleaning Rey up. She smiled as she directed the girl to the showers, thinking of Luke when she'd met him, fresh off Tatooine, the sun and sand still on his skin. Being who she was, Leia was able to have a few pieces of clothing altered quickly for Rey's slight frame. Much like the clothing she'd come in, Rey had picked out a grey tweed vest, pants that fastened below the knee, and grey arm braces.<p>

With years of grime gone from her skin, and her hair in fresh knots, Rey felt an enormous weight lifted off her. She still felt out of place on D'Qar. But, she told herself that since she was leaving soon anyway, she needn't worry about how the rest of the Resistance felt about her.

In the early evening, after Rey had checked in on Finn and brought him a late lunch, Rey sought out Poe Dameron to receive her orders. As she walked down the line of X-wings, looking for Poe, Rey's stomach knotted. Poe had been friendly with her the night before, but for some reason, she was nervous that he would reject her as a troop. Still, she walked down the line, and knew she had found the right ship when she saw BB-8 rolling around the tail end of an X-wing.

BB-8 beeped in acknowledgement of her arrival, asking her what she was doing there, and rolled to her heels to greet her. "I had to check up on you, didn't I?"

Poe heard BB-8 talking with Rey, but kept working. He was on a ladder, tinkering under a panel of his own X-wing. Rey respected him, and all the other Resistance fighters for their personal care of their ships. It was a bond between pilot and ship that Rey understood, could identify with. If you treat your ship poorly and let her fall into disrepair, she'll let you down, and it's no one's fault but your own.

Rey called out to Poe. "Commander Dameron," she said, getting his attention. Poe stuck his head out from behind the panel, his brown eyes resting on her, and smiled.

"_'Commander_ Dameron'," Poe repeated with a smirk, wiping his hands with a rag slung over his shoulder. "I take it you've seen the General then." He stepped down from his ladder in one jump, landing on sure feet.

"Yes. She said you'd have orders for me." Rey gripped at the strap of her bag.

"Well, first let's get this _Commander_ stuff out of the way—it's Poe," Poe said with a sigh, his hands on his hips. He looked at the ordered chaos around him. Everyone had their place and their role. He looked sympathetically at the girl who was waiting for hers. "I'm making a supply run tonight. I could use a first mate. We're taking that cargo ship on a run to Naboo."

"Naboo? What's on Naboo?"

Poe flashed another toothy smile. "_Cargo_, of course." He said it as if it were an obvious, satisfactory answer. "We're leaving right now, as a matter of fact. Ready?"

Ready to jump into action, Rey nodded, placing a hand on her pack to double check that the lightsaber was there. "Let's go."

Jogging behind Poe and BB-8, Rey scanned the tarmac for which ship they could possibly be taking. When she saw the old XS stock light freighter beside the Millenium Falcon, she had to laugh. It looked just about as beat up as the Falcon, but not as sophisticated or streamlined. And considering what an eyesore the Falcon was, it was saying something.

"Bet you never thought you'd be doing such glamorous work right off the bat, did you?" Poe asked, walking up the ramp of the freighter.

"I'm in a constant state of shock these days," Rey stated.

As soon as both of them were onboard, each of them knew exactly what to do. Poe watched for a moment as Rey began flipping switches and pushing buttons, knowing exactly how the freighter needed to be primed. "You know your stuff, kid."

Rey shrugged, strapping herself into her chair next to Poe. "Ready when you are, captain."


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter Three

Naboo felt as if it had been arrested in time. The planet's residents had seen the destruction of the capital, and feared that the First Order would turn their eye on them. So, when Poe Dameron and Rey showed up looking for replacement X-wing parts and food rations, they were noticeably less than welcoming.

Grimm, the smuggler who had agreed to deal with the Resistance, had a shifty look about him the whole time Rey was helping to load the crates. She watched as Poe and the well-manicured smuggler got into a quiet argument.

For a smuggler, Rey thought, Grimm sure did take a lot of care in his personal appearance, with his hair perfectly parted and waved, and his trimmed beard. Then again, she had lived on Jakku her whole life, and had no frame of reference. In the days following meeting BB-8, Finn and being thrown into the most chaotic moments of her life, she'd been on more planets than she ever thought she would. She felt very out of place on Naboo, even in her new clothes.

The women were very fashionably dressed, draped in flowing silks and beads. Still, behind their gilded exteriors, Rey could sense their fear.

Just as the last crate was loaded onto the freighter called the Iron Mountain, Rey approached the two men who were arguing.

"You're going to back out _now_?" Rey heard Poe's voice.

"I can't be implicated. Not with the First Order in complete control now. Soon they'll descend on Naboo, and I can't get caught assisting the Resistance."

"Can't… or won't?"

"Does it matter, Dameron?"

"That's the last of it, captain," Rey said, interrupting the flow of their argument.

"Thank you, Rey," Poe said, thrusting a small box, containing what Rey assumed what some kind of payment, into Grimm's hands. "Prep the Mountain."

With the ship fully prepped, Poe came on board moments later, noticeably flustered.

"The criminal element of Naboo is getting scared," he explained, before Rey had a chance to ask.

"Is this bad for the Resistance?" Rey asked, hopeful he would say no.

"It's not good, but Grimm always was a bit of a yellow belly," Poe steered the Iron Mountain and they took off, but did not leave the planet's orbit as Rey had expected. "He's not our only supplier. Just the closest to D'Qar, until we move bases again. We can't stay longer than the week, now that the First Order knows where we are. They won't be incapacitated for long."

"Where is the next base?"

"Admiral Akbar will reveal that only the moment we start to leave. Those who need to know, already do, but most of us pilots just go where we're told."

"Is that what we're doing right now?"

"Yes. We've got a little more cargo to pick up."

"I thought we looked a little light…" Rey added. "Well, are you going to tell me what else we are doing?"

"In the lake country there's an estate. We've got a few people who need safe passage to the Resistance base."

"And why couldn't you have told me this back on D'Qar?" Rey asked.

"We try to keep missions like these fairly low-key. The passengers in question are very valuable. I am sure that when you leave to find Luke, only a small number will know your coordinates."

All of the people in the war room had seen the map, but without application to existing star maps, the star system was completely foreign. The higher command within the Resistance only wanted a handful of people knowing their intimate movements and plans, to safeguard against traitors. They had their own insiders in the First Order, but it would be foolish if they assumed no one in the Resistance could turn on them.

This answer satisfied Rey, and she dutifully tended the ship's controls as Poe piloted the ship into the lake country.

"It's so beautiful," Rey said, astonished. "I'd never been off Jakku until a few days ago…" She admonished herself for saying that. She had no idea why she'd just shared that with Poe.

Poe looked at Rey sadly, the same way Han Solo had looked at Rey when she commented on how green Takodana was. "Well," he said, "keep an open mind, because there's still a lot out there for you to see, kid."

"You keep calling me that," Rey said, revealing a small bit of annoyance. However, not wishing to be subordinate, she left it at that.

"I do. You're very observant," Poe said with a wry smile. "How old are you, anyway?"

"By my count, nineteen."

"'By your count'?" Poe asked. "What does that mean?"

Rey hesitated. "I'm not exactly sure how old I am."

"How can you not be sure?"

"I don't have to explain that to you, _Commander_," Rey said. She wasn't sure if they court-marshaled in the Resistance, but her feelings told her that Poe could take it just as well as he gave. For a moment, Rey considered leaving it at that, but after looking at Poe's facial expression, she softened.

"I don't know because I wasn't raised by my family."

"I'm sorry, I didn't know." With that, Poe knew the subject was closed, and he focused his energy on landing in an open field next to what Rey assumed was the estate.

It looked as if it had fallen into disrepair in the last several years. Vined plants grew up its many high stoned walls. Chunks of stone were missing, or scattered on the ground. It looked as if it had once been a grand, palatial estate, inhabited by only the top echelon of Naboo society.

Just as the freighter landed, three people came out of the estate, dressed in deep crimson hued robes. Two men, and one older female stood waiting for Poe to land the ship. When Rey and Poe had descended the ramp, BB-8 trailing behind them, Rey watched as Poe embraced each one of them. After a moment, Poe turned to introduce them to Rey.

"Rey, may I introduce the last remaining members of the Senate." Rey's eyes widened.

"Vee Burell, Travers Beeler, and Mahan Jin."

Rey inclined her head in respect.

"Rey, would you run inside and assist the others?"

"Others?" Rey asked. Poe nodded, and said no more. Curious, Rey walked the ten paces toward the entrance of the estate and found about fifteen people scattered in the estate only a bundle or a bag to each of them. Some looked as if they hadn't slept for days. Rey assumed that somehow, through some miracle, these people had escaped the Hosnian system before it was destroyed by the Starkiller weapon.

Without having to ask what to do, Rey helped the very old to their feet, and grabbed as many packs as she could carry. Quickly she made her way back onto the freighter and secured their belongings.

"Settle in to the passenger hold, I'll go in for the rest," Rey turned to leave, when an old man called out to her.

"There's a box in the dining hall," he called.

"I'll get it," Rey rushed off, not waiting for the old man to respond.

Rey ran up the stone steps of the estate again, and made her way into the main entrance. It had high, vaulted ceilings that would have had grand chandeliers at one point. Rey saw one of them dismantled and discarded in a far off corner. The room had a double stairwell, both leading to a landing on the second floor. Without thinking, Rey ascended one side of the stairwell, and walked down a length of hallway before turning to her left. She found herself immediately in a great room with a long table, on which there were was one mid-sized box.

The box appeared as if it had just been placed there, but everything else in the dining hall looked as if it had been that way for years. Toppled chairs, torn tapestries, and an empty place above the mantle where a portrait would have hung. The breeze that flowed through the broken stained glass windows scattered the handful of dry leaves that had fallen through the openings.

Rey paused once she reached the box, and considered the room. A cold chill ran up her arms as she felt temporarily transported. Distantly, Rey was aware of a crow's grating caw from outside. She rubbed at her eyes momentarily, hoping it was just fatigue that was getting to her, but when she pulled her hand away, there was a hearty fire roaring in in the fireplace at the head of the table. Her stomach dropped as she saw the little girl again.

This time she knelt down on the floor, dwarfed in the middle of a burgundy rug, playing with two dolls, her back to her older self. Rey exhaled in disbelief and fear, and turned on her heels, poised to run. She didn't get but three paces before she turned a corner and ran right into Poe, nearly knocking him over.

"Woah, woah," Poe said, steadying Rey by holding onto both of her arms. "Hey there, you ok?"

Rey took a single rattling breath. "Yes," she cleared her throat. "Yes, I just thought I heard…" She couldn't think of a single excuse.

Poe picked up the silence. "Well, the old man sent me after you. He didn't get a chance to tell you where the dining hall was; he was convinced you'd be lost in here. Looks like you found it, huh?"

"Yeah," Rey said, forcing a smile. She turned, grabbing the box that she'd been sent there for in the first place. "Almost forgot." She hoisted it up almost effortlessly. She was scrawny, Poe thought, but strong for her size. As he followed a few paces behind her, Poe thought to himself that there was definitely more to this girl than he knew. She seemed so guarded. But he could already see the cracks in her foundation, and hoped that in time, he would get to know the real Rey.
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Chapter Four

"I hear you're a first-rate pilot." Poe had just brought the Iron Mountain into the inner stratosphere of Naboo. "If your co-piloting skills are any indication, I think I should worry for my own job safety."

Rey shook her head. "I'm sure I'm not anywhere near your caliber. But on Jakku, you sort of pick up on things. I'm fair enough."

"Well, if you're alright with it, I think I'll let you take over for this leg of the trip. I've got to go have a word with Vee Burrell before we reach D'Qar. I can assist you into hyperspace."

"I can pilot, sure," Rey nodded. Switching controls, Rey took the lead readily, hoping she didn't seem like she was eager to show off. Once they were out of orbit, Rey punched the hyperdrive, and they were off. At this point, Poe had all but taken his hands off the controls as he watched this extraordinary girl take to flight like a fish to water.

He smiled, and unbuckled himself from his seat. Standing, he put his hand firmly on Rey's shoulder. "Not bad, kid." Rey's eyes narrowed as she shot Poe a warning glance. Biting his lip, Poe gave Rey's shoulder another squeeze, and walked away.

* * *

><p>In his wake, Rey sat stewing. She didn't know whether to be mad at Poe for calling her "kid" again, or what ever else there was lurking in the recesses of her mind. Whatever the cause, her face felt hot, and she was thankful that he'd left her there to pilot alone. They would be out of hyperspace soon, which she could manage on her own, but landing would be easier with a co-pilot.<p>

She took a few breaths to calm herself, and brought them out of hyperspace. As soon as she'd done this, Poe slid back into his chair, and looked at Rey. "You did well tonight. Lucky we didn't run into any First Order."

"Lucky," Rey repeated, unsure what to say.

Within twenty minutes, they had landed on the tarmac, which was visibly subdued by Resistance standards. The fact that it was well past midnight did not escape Rey's mind. For a moment, she felt a pang of guilt that she'd left Finn. Yes, she'd been on orders from General Organa, and by extension Poe Dameron, but she felt that she should have been by his side.

Still, Rey didn't abandon her post, and helped unload the crates of supplies, and helped the elderly refugees disembark. Once they were safely off the cargo ship, and all the cargo had been secured, Rey approached Poe hopefully.

"Command—_Poe_," Rey started, wringing her hands. "I've been away for more than I'd like. Do you need anything else? I was kind of hoping—"

"I'll come with you," Poe said. "I haven't seen him yet. He was out cold the last time I tried."

"Oh," she replied, tiredly. "Yeah, of course." So he, she, and BB-8 all made their wordless journey to the med wing.

Finn, of course, was asleep when they both got to his bed. One of the nurses filled them in on his condition.

"He's been ordered to lay on his stomach for a few days longer, while the bacta poultices are changed every few hours. Then we'll allow him on it again, and we can start rehabilitation. He's really very resilient."

Rey looked back at her sleeping friend with a heavy heart. Again, she felt that the pain of another was her own fault. If she hadn't underestimated Kylo Ren in the forest, maybe he wouldn't have knocked her out the way he did, leaving Finn to defend for himself. She sighed, forcing herself to abandon this feeling for the moment, and approached Finn carefully.

Again, she placed a kiss on Finn's forehead and walked away, disregarding Poe.

Just as she thought she might be rid of him, he was trailing her once again.

"You care for him, don't you?" he asked from behind her.

"What sort of question is that?" Rey turned to face Poe. "Of course I care for him."

Poe gave a half smile. He knew she didn't understand his meaning. "He's lucky to have you," he added, guiding her to where he was going.

"It's not—" Rey threw her hands up. "It's not like that. Why does everyone always go _there_?"

"Everyone, huh?" Poe countered, his devilish grin widening.

"He came back for me. He could have left me to… _him_, but he came back for me. That kind of loyalty… He's the first friend I've ever had." As the words came out of her mouth, Rey felt her collected exterior begin to falter. Tears welled in her eyes, and she knew that if she blinked, they would fall.

She didn't want to fall to pieces like this in front of Poe Dameron, but each time she had encountered him, there had been something about him that made her feel she could be this open. It both comforted and frustrated her.

Rey crossed her arms, hugging them to herself, and looked up at the low ceiling to distract herself and avoid Poe's eyes. "I might as well have done that to him myself." She shook her head.

"You can't say that," Poe said, his dark brown eyes narrowing. "That's not fair to you or to him."

"But you don't know," Rey said. "No one _knows_."

"No one _needs_ to. Because you're a good person, it's as clear as day. And I'm not going to let you stew in whatever guilt you've cooked up for yourself, so you're coming with me."

"What?" Rey responded.

Poe grabbed Rey's hand gently, and started pulling her in another direction, walking with purpose. "It's an order, Rey. You're not off duty yet."

"And the hand grabbing…" Rey muttered under her breath. Poe chose to ignore it, and walked her down a long tunnel to a far hangar. "Where are we going?"

Poe stopped Rey just as they were about to enter the hangar, and turned her so they were a breath's width apart. BB-8 skittered ahead, into the hangar. "You and Finn are just about the bravest people I know, and I'm not going to sit by and let you feel guilty for the actions of the First Order. You don't seem to have a very high opinion of yourself." Rey opened her mouth to protest, but Poe continued. "At least you think no one here does. But if you just give them a chance, I think you'll find that that's not true."

"Them?" Rey asked, trying to distract herself from their proximity.

"There're a few of my pilots from the squadron who were going to celebrate our victory. The last day or so has been a bit disjointed, but… before we move planet, we wanted to revel a bit in it."

"Oh," Rey said, heart sinking. There would be people. She thought she'd just about had her fill of new people for a whole lifetime.

Taking her short response as acquiescence, Poe pulled Rey into the hangar, where there were at least fifteen pilots all congregating around makeshift chairs. The growing sound of their raucous banter made Rey want to double back, but something about the way Poe held her hand made her stay. She promised herself silently that if it turned south, she would retreat for the hangar with the cots.

One by one, the pilots all turned and stopped talking, waiting for Poe to say something. Their drinks were frozen in their hands. Poe put his hand on Rey's shoulder, and spoke to the bunch.

"Guys, this is Rey, who I'm sure you all know helped us with Starkiller. She and I just finished our supply run to Naboo. Thought I'd bring her along…"

Poe let go of Rey, and headed towards the cluster of pilots. He slapped one on the back, and grabbed the bottle from his hands. "Glasses?" The pilot pointed, and Poe grabbed two, pouring an unidentified liquid into them.

Rey thought she would die from the silence. Just when she was ready to leave, one of the pilots grabbed the glass from Poe and brought it to Rey, extending his hand. Rey took it. He was heavier set than Poe, with brown hair and kind eyes. He shook her hand and replaced his with the glass. "Snap Wexley, good to finally meet you."

"And you," Rey said.

"We all appreciate what you did on Starkiller."

Rey nodded her acknowledgement.

"Yeah, what did you do exactly?" a pilot spoke up behind Snap. A female, built about the same as Rey, sat at the cluster of makeshift chairs and recliners. She sat on a large spare tire, sipping from her glass.

"At ease, Pava." Poe came back to Rey, putting an arm around her shoulder, walking her over to where the female pilot was seated, and tapped her foot with his to tell her to move over. As she complied, the girl huffed, and made room for Rey.

"You'll have to forgive Jess, she's a bit of a ballbuster."

"I do try, but most of you make it so easy it's hard to resist," Jess replied. The rest laughed, and suddenly the awkward introduction period seemed to be over.

"So, as I was saying before, I had no idea he was there in the first place. So there I was, damn him _this_, the hell with him _that_… All the while he's right behind me, just nodding his head."

That drew a snigger from a fair few of the pilots. Rey considered the liquid in her glass. Not knowing what it was, she brought it to her nose and sniffed. It had a spicy aroma about it, and putting it to her lips, Rey found that its taste was equally powerful. It burned her mouth and throat as it went down, but Rey hid it well, clearing her throat lightly, listening to the story.

Poe watched Rey, seated across from her. He grinned to himself as he observed Rey trying the Vaschean rye for what he assumed was the first time. He made a note to himself to watch her consumption, and to ensure she didn't drink too much.

Much of the night progressed this way. Rey listened politely, laughing when appropriate. She would look over at Poe intermittently, catching him looking at her. Only, he never averted his eyes, which unsettled Rey, causing her stomach to hitch. After her second glass of rye, she began to settle in a little more, even offering comments. The rye made her head a little fuzzy, but otherwise she just felt at ease.

Unsurprisingly, the conversation turned to the events that transpired leading up do, and during the battle at Starkiller. Each pilot took their own turn recounting what they took away from the battle. Much of it was the same. Rey knew where the conversation was headed. She finished off her second glass, preparing herself for it.

The conversation halted a moment, and the boldest of them all spoke up. Again, it was Jessika Pava who pushed the subject.

"How was it… down there?" she asked, this time with no hostility, only curiosity.

Rey took a deep breath, looking at all the expectant faces. She let it out, looking to the bottom of her empty glass.

"Guys, she doesn't have to tell us—" Poe began, holding up a hand.

"No…" Rey started, hesitating a bit. "No, I suppose everyone ought to know. If only to put an end to speculation."

"So," Jessika leaned in, "was it Kylo Ren who… killed General Solo?"

Rey nodded. "He didn't look like he expected it. I think he thought he could get through to him."

"And you," Jessika continued. "You fought him."

"I did."

"Is he… could he be…"

"Dead?" Rey raised her eyebrows. "Maybe. Not the way I left him, but unless he got off the planet, he must be. I don't know."

"How did you fight him?" Jessika asked. "I mean, he's on the dark side. Snoke's puppet. I guess what we're all wondering is how you, a scavenger from Jakku could—"

"_Easy_, Jess," Poe warned.

"No, I want to know. How did you beat him?"

Rey reached for the bottle of rye, pouring herself another few fingers of the stuff. After a few sips, she she sighed, preparing herself. She looked at Poe. She would much rather it just be him to whom she was speaking. "The longer I was there, the more I felt something growing inside me. I could see into his mind, like he does. I could persuade people to do what I told them." Her gaze sharpened on Jessika, her tone edging on defensive. "And yes, even on Jakku, a lowly scavenger such as me could learn to wield a weapon well enough. I don't understand what happened, nor do I know how I was able to get out of it alive, but I did."

Rey placed her fingertips over her lips, wishing she hadn't said all that. Rey stood, handing her glass to Jessika, with the remainder of the contents sloshing around.

"I'm sorry, I've had too much," she ran her hands over her hair, which felt like it had loosened a bit. She smoothed the small fly-aways. "I'd better get some rest." Rey walked away slowly, not bothering to look back as Snap back-handedly swatted Jessika's arm.

"Did you have to?" He asked her.

"What?" Rey heard her voice in the distance. "I'm apparently the only one man enough to ask."

Rey chastised herself. So desperate to earn the favor of the squadron, she'd given them more than they needed to know. More than she _wanted_ them to know. She felt that all she was, was no more than a vague curiosity. Upon standing, Rey began to feel more of the effects of the rye, her face running hot. As she walked away, down the empty, concrete hallway, Rey began to pull her already-loose hair out of their knots.

As the last of the knots was taken out, she heard footsteps growing behind her. Scrunching her face in mild annoyance, she stopped walking, not bothering to look back at who she knew was Poe. Before long, she felt his hand at her elbow, coaxing her to face him. When she did, she saw the remorse in his eyes.

"I'm so sorry she pressed you like that. She's like that. She just… idolizes Luke, and I think she's jealous of you."

"Jealous?" Rey felt like her eyelids were far too heavy. "What has she got to be jealous about?"

Poe desperately wanted to tell her that Jessika took too much pride in being the prettiest pilot amongst a sea of male, testosterone-driven pilots, and anyone as beautiful as Rey was bound to drum up those type of feelings. But he held back.

"She just doesn't like competition."

"And here I was, thinking the competition was the First Order," Rey said, swaying slightly, running her hands through her loose hair, smiling drunkenly. She closed her eyes. She felt like she could fall asleep on her feet. Suddenly her eyes were jolted open when Poe steadied her with his hands on either side of her arms.

"I let you drink far too much," he said. "I'm sorry. I just wanted them to be more accepting of you. I thought if they just sat down with you they'd be a little more at ease."

"I just don't know where I fit," Rey said, opening her eyes, and looking up at Poe. "No one can _tell_ me. I suppose there's one person who can." She shook her head. "And I don't want to go." She chuckled to herself.

Poe didn't know what to say. He knew the burden that was about to be placed on Rey's shoulders was a lot to handle. Even a scrapper like her was bound to falter.

"No one's forcing you to…"

"Oh," she said, nodding slowly. "But who else? Who else will be the one to convince Luke to come back? I never asked for any of this." The weight of everything came crashing down on Rey, and her eyes filled with tears. Too inebriated to quell her emotions, she let the tears fall. For a moment she wept silently before Poe found himself pulling her to him in an embrace.

In any other situation, Rey would have objected to hugging a virtual stranger. But before her was a man whose calm demeanor set her at ease. Without question, Rey melted into Poe's embrace, holding onto his flight suit for support.

"I do know a little bit about what it was like to be held by the First Order," Poe said softly. "So, even as an experienced commander in the Resistance, they still broke me. And I can't imagine what it must be like for you, who's been thrust into this so quickly."

"It's too much," she said, calming a bit.

Poe pulled back, and looked at Rey. Without question, he brushed away her tears with his thumbs. "I owe you and Finn for so much. My life. The success of the mission. So, if it ever gets to be too much, I can carry a bit too."

Rey blinked at Poe, searching his eyes, her senses dulled, but still aware of the tightness in her chest. "I think you already are."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Thank you for the kind reviews, guys! Yes, this is definitely a slow burn story. I really hope I haven't gone overboard with the schmaltz. I really do appreciate you taking the time to review. It definitely inspires me to keep working.<strong>


End file.
